The T r *ge die 

Enter the Qneene* 

Qji Who fhall hinder me to waile and weepe. 

To chide my fortiJne,and torment my felfe ? 
lie ioy ne with biacke defpaire agamli my felfe. 

And to my fe ife become an enemy. 

Dm. What rocancs this feeane ot rude impatience? 

Qu* fo make an aft of tragicke violence, 

Edward^ my Lord, your fonne our King is dead. 

Why grow thcbranches,now the rootcis wicherd 
Why either. not the Ieaues,the fap being gone ? 

Ifyou will liue, lament > if die be briefe : 

That our fwift winged foulcs may catch the Kings, 

Or likeobedient fubiefts,folIow him 
To his new kingdome of perpetual! rt ft. 

*Dftt. Ah lb much inters ft haue 1 in thy forrow. 

As I had title in my noble husband : 

I haue bewepta worthy husbands dead*, 

And liu’d by looking on his imager 

Bui now two mirrours of his Princely femblance, .< 

Arc crake in peeces by malignant death, 

And I for comfort haue but oncfalle glaffe. 

Which greeues me when I fee ray fhamein him. 

Thou art a widdow yet thou area mother, 

And haft the comfort of thy children left thee : 

But death hath In ate he my children from mine armes, 
Anapluft two crutchesirom my feeble iimtncs, 
Sdward t and ^ Clarence , O what caufe haue I 
Then,being but moity of my felfe, 

To ouergochy plaints and drowne thy cries f 

Good aunt, you weept not for my fathers death, 
How can we aide you with our kindreds ceares ? 

6>r/.Ourfatherldfe diftreffe was left vnmoand* 

If our widowes dolours likewifc be vnwept, 

Qit m Giueme np helpe in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring foorth laments. 

All fprings reduce their currents to mine eyes, 

That Ibeinggouernd by the watrymoone. 

May lend f oorch plenteous tcares to drowne the world / 
Oh my husband for my heirc Ltrd £****, 


Of Rkkzxdfle Third, 

Oh for our father for our deare Lord farm*. 
£ )fiU Alas for both, both mine Edward and Clarence, 
pt /.\\ r hat flay had I but Edrvard^nA is begone ? 
j/mbo. Whafftay had wc but Clarence , and is he gene? 
T)«/.What ftay had I but they and they are gone ? 

Oh Wascu cr widow, had fo dearea Ioffe: 

~Anho Was euer Orphanes had fodeere a Ioffe ? 

Out. Was euer mother had a dearer lofle 
Alss I am the mother of thefe moancs. 

Their woes arc parceld, mine are gcnerall r 
She for Edward weepes, and fo do I : 

I for a £larcrce weepe, fo doth not fhe : 

Thefe babes for Clarence weepe and fo do I : 

I for an Edward weepe, and fo doe they, 

Alas, you three on me three-fould diftreft ♦ 

Powrcall youf tcares, I am your forrowes nurfe, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations. Enter Glocejler 
: ^.Mad’dam haue comforc,a\lofvs haue caufe with others 
To waile the dimming ©four Alining ftarre : 

But cone can cure their harmes by wailing them. 

Maddam my mother I doe cry you mercy, 

I did not fceyour Grace, hurabiy on my knee 
Icraueyour bleftiug. 

Dm. God blefic thee , and put meekenefie in thy minde, 
Loue, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, make me to die a good old mail : 
Thatsthebuttend of my mothers blefling, 

I maruaile why her grace did leaue it out ? 

Buc You cloudy princes, and heart forrowingPearcs, 

That bcarc this mutuall heauy loade of moanc. 

Now chcarceach others.ineach others louc : 

Tliougb vve haue fpent our harueft for this King, 

We are to reape the harueft of his fonne : 

The broken rancour of your high fwolne hearts, 

Builaftly fplinted, knit, and ioynd together, 

Muft grcatiy.be prcferu'd^ chrrinit, and kept. 

Me fecmctU good that with fome litre craine* 

Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fctcht 
Hither to London to be cround oux King. 

J 2 Vl*< 



